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of All Days
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SYNOPSIS.
——

Alln Wayne is sent away from Red Hil
bis home, by his uncle, J. Y, ds & mors
fallure. Clem runs after him in o tangle
of whovt skiria to bld him good-by. Cap-
taln Wayne tells Alan of fhe falling of the
Waynes, Clem drinks Alan's heulth on his
birthduy. Judge THealey buys a pleture for
Allx Lansing, The judge defends Alan In
his business with his employers, Alan and
Allx meet nt sea, homeward bound, and
sturt & firtation which becomes serious.
At home, Nance Sterling asks Alan to Ko
away from Alix. Alix is taken to task by
Gerry, her husband, for her conduct with
Alan ond defles him. Gerry, as he thinks,
reon Allx and Alan eloping, drops every-
thing, and goes to FPernambuco, Allx
lesves Alan on the tenin and goes homes
to find that Gerry has disappeared. Gerry
teaves Pernumbuco and goes to Plranhas.
On u canoe trip he meets a native girl.
The judge falls to trace Gerry. A buby
is born to Allx, The native girl takes
Gorry to her home.

CHAPTER X—Continued.

She pointed to the house and then to
nerself and smiled. He understood
the pantomime and nodded, When
they reached the house n withered
und wrinkled little woman came outl
to the arched veranda to meet them.
she looked Gerry over shrewdly and
then held out her hand. He shook
it listlessly. They walked through a
long dividing hall. On each side were
Inrge rooms, empty, save oune where
# big bed, a wash-stand, and an old
burenn with mildewed glass, were
gronped llke an oasls in a desert. They
reached the kitchen. It was evidently
the living room of the house. A ham-
mwock cut off one corner. Chairs were
drawn up to a4 rough, uncovered table,
A stove was bullt into the masonry
end a cavernous oven gaped from the
massive wall.

At the stove was an old negress,
mnking coffee with shaky deliberstion.
On the floor sat an old darky ciad
only from hls walst down In such trou-
sers as Gerry was wearing, except
that they were solled and tattered.
e looked up and fastened his eyes
on Gerry and then struggled to his
feet. Dim recollections of some by-
gone white master bronght a gleam
into his bleary eyves. He raised hls
hand In the national gesture of child
to parent, slove to master. “Blessing,
master, blessing.” Gmrry had learned
the meaning of the quaint cnstom.
“God Dbless thee fAe answered In
badly jumbled Portuguese. The girl
and the wrinkled woman looked at
bim, surprised, and then smiled at

ench other as women smile at the first

steps of a chlld,

They made Lim sit down at the
tuble and placed before him crisp
rusks of manloe finur and steaming
coffee  whose splendid aroma  trl
umphed over the sordidness of the
scene nnd through the nostrils renched
the palate with enticipatory touch,
it was sweetened with dark, pungeut
sirup and was servad Dlack In a cape-
cious bowl, as though one could net
drink too deeply of the ellxir of life.

Gerry ate ravenonsly and sipped tho
voffee, at first sparngly, then greedlly,
The old negress futtered nervonsty
abont the stove, nursing its inndegua®e
fire of charcoal. Her eyes were Uf
with wonder at the ecapacity of tle
white master. The old negro had sunrk
hack to his geat on the floor. The tvn
white women stood and watched Ger-
ry. The more he ate the more they
urged.

Gerry set down the empty bowl with
a sigh, The rusks had been dellclons,
Before the coffze the name of necipr
dwindled to impotency, Its ellxir piat-
a1 in his veins. At the sigh the girl
had deftly rolled a cigarette In a ldt
of corn husk, scraped thin ns paper.
Now she slipped It Into his fingers,
The old negress plcked up a live coul
and, passing it from shaky band to
shilky baud, deposited it on his plate.
Goerry it the etgarette. With the first
lonz contented whiff he smiled. The
amile brought stinging recollection.
With o frown ke threw away the cign-
rotte and rose from the table. *“The
britte I fed and laughs,” he said aloud
and strode from the room. The girl
and the lttle wrinkled woman looked
st each other In dismay. They seemerl
to sonse the unintelligible words. The
old darky crawled across the floor and
possessed himself of the cigarette.

Gerry went to sent himsell on tne
«teps of the veranda, Before him
dretehed the fallow valley, beyond it
sipamed the black line of the rushing
river, To the right were the ruins of a
sugar mill and stables. To the left
tlie debris that onee had been slaves'
quarters. The fields still bore the hum-
moeks, in rough alignment, that told
the story of past years froitful in
cpne, AN wis waste, all was ruln,

The girl slipped to a seat beside him.
she rolled n fresh cigarette and then
shyly lald a small brown hand on his
arm. Gerry looked at her. Her blg
Lrown eyes were sorrowful and plead-
ing. She held out the cigarette with a
little shrug that deprecated the small-
ness of the offering,

Gerry felt a twinge of remorse. He
patted the band that lay on his arm,
smiled, and took the cigarette. The
#lrl's face lit up., She cnlled and agaln
the negress brought fire. This time
(ierry smoked gravely. The girl sat
oii beslde him, Her bhand Iay In his,

S they sat untll the sun passed the
yonith and, slippiog over the eaves,
toll like fire on their bare feet. Gerry
stood up, poluted to himself and then
down the river to the town. The girl
shook her head. She made him under-
stand that he was cut off from the
town by an impassable tributary to
the great river—that he would have
to muke a long detour inland. Then
she swept ber hand from the sun to
the horizon to show him that the dsy
wns too far gone for the journey,

fle was not much copterned. An
aputhy selzed him at the thought of
uoing back. He felt as though shame
had left some visible scar on his coun-
wnnoce that men muost see und read.
As he stood, thoughtful and detached,
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the girl grasped his arm with both
her hands and drew his attention to
her. Then she gave one sweep of
ber arm that embraced all the ruin
of house nnd mill and felds. She
pointed to herself. He understood:
these thlugs were hers. Then she fold-
ed her hands and with a gesture of
surrender lald them in his,

It was eloguent. There was no mis-
taking her meaning. Gerry Wwas
touched. He held both her clasped
hands In one of his and put his arm
around ler shoulders, She fixed her
eyes on his face for the unswer, Once
more Gerry's eyes wandered over all
that ruin,  After all, be thought, why
not? Why not bury his own ruin here
in compauy? But she read no decision
in his face though she watched It long.
What she saw was debate and for the
time It satisfied her.

Gerry all that afteruoon was very
silent and thoughtful—sllent because
there wuas no one he could talk to,
thoughtful because the idea the girl
had put into his head was taking
ghape, aided by a long chnin of elr-
cumstances, He looked back over hls
covered teail, If he had beéen sone
shrewd fugitive from justice he could
not have planned it better. His sud-
den fight without visiting his home,
his fnfure to buy a ticket, the subor-
nation of the purser with its assur-
ance of silence as to his presence or
destination, all that had been wiped
out by his cablegram to his mother.
But then fate had stepped In again
and once more blotted out the trail.
Some genins bad beard bls wish, The
old Gerry Lansing was dend. Even
from himself the old Gerry Lansing
had been torn away in a chariot of
fire,

In the cool of the evening he looked
about him. The tiny world Into which
he had fallen wag penurions but self-
contalned, Such fabries as there were,
were hessespun from the bolls of &
serag@y puatch of cotton bushes, A
little oil in a clay dish with a twisted
wick of cotton giving forth more
smoke than light seemed to fix him
in his setting of prehistoric man. The
rice, gathered from an enduring bot-
tom, formed with manloe, the back-
bone of the housechold's sustenance.
From the outerops of the abandoned
ecane fields, with the assistance of an
antediluvian hand-mill and an egual-
Iy antiquated iron pot, they made the
black sirup that gerved for sugar. Salt,
slightly alkaline, was plentiful. A few
cows and thelr progeny lived in the
open and lived well, for, even untllled,
the lands of the valley were rich. An
orcaslonal member of the herd wns ear-
ried off to market by the old darky.
The proceeds bought the very few con-
tributions of eivilization necessary to
the upkecp of the lenten life,

Gerry declded. He looked at the
girl and she ran to him. He put his
arms around her and gazed with a
gort of numbed emotion into her grent
dark eyes, ‘Those eyes were wells of
simplicity, love, fidelity, but below all
that there were depths unmeasured
and unmeasuring that gave all and de-
manded all,

In the mind of the husband who
belleved himself deserted amd betrayed
there no longer existed any barrier be.
tween him and this woman who had
come 8o strangely lito his life. Mar-
ringe with her was o wrong to Alix
The last scruples of civilization ard
of law fell from him like a gormeut
thrown aslde snd he became the his-
Land of the girl who had so Innocenly
wooed him

Collingeford gave a sigh of rlief
when he suw what manner of *ace

was Maple House, As they gathfired
around the great table for dipner he
wus the only stranger and he did oot
fee! It. Nance was there with the
falot smlle of 4 mother that has Just
put her children to bed. Charley Htir-
ling, teasing Clematis, tried to forget
that Mondny and the city were corting
together, Mrs, J. Y., with Collinge-
ford on her right and the judge on her
left, Lield quiet sway over the tible
and nodded reassuringly at the old
captain who was making pgesttres
with hls eves to the effect thaf a
whisky and soda should be immedigte-
Iy offered to the guest. J. Y., prefty
gray by now, sat thoughtful, dut
kindly, at the other end of the tahle.
Clem was beside him.

It wns not until the men were sit-
ting alone after the glans of port, In
which all had drunk Colllngeford's
welcome to that bouse, that the judge
sald easually, “Collingeford saw Alan
in Africa.”

“Eh!  What? sald the
aroused to sudden interest.
that about Alan?”

“] ran across Alan Waype in Af-
rica,” said Collingeford, smiilng. *Do
you want me to tell you about it?™

Nance called Charley Stiriing out.
“You shirker,” she said. “eome and sit
with me in the hammock.”

“Collingeford was just going to tell
about meeting Alan In Africa,"” sald
Charley indignantly. And then Naoce
gald “Oh! and wanted to send hlm
back but be wouldn't go.

“Yes," grunted the captain in reply
to Collingeford's question and J. Y.
nodded as he caught the young man’s
eye, “Wish you would,” he said and
leaned forward, his elbows on the
table.

Qollingeford was one of those men
who are sensitive to men. His voeab-
ulary did not run to pifife bit be loved
an understanding enr. He looked at
the judge's keen but restful face, at
the captain’s gliring eyes, which some-

captaln
“What's

how hnd assnmed a kindly gliot, at

J. Y.’ rogged fgure, suddenly grown
tense, and he knew that Alan Wayne
was nenr to the hearts of these three,
He fingered his wine glnss, “If 1 was
one of those men,” he began, looking
at nobody, “who dislike Ten Percent
Wayne 1 woualdn't tell you about him.
But I'm not It took me only two
Lours to get over hating hjm and those
two bours were spent in a broiling sun
at the wrong end of a balf-finished
bridge.

“Prince Bodsky nand 1 were o
ghikurl, We were headed home after
a long and unsuccessful shoot in new
country and we were as sore and tired
and kored with the life of the wild ns
two old-timers ever get. On the day
I'm telling you about we were trek-
king up n viver gorge to a crossing.
After lunch and the long rest we still
had ten miles to go to cross and It
dldn't help things to know thatl once
over we had to come straight back
on the other side. During the first
hoor's mareh in the ufternoon we
heard the strungest sound that ever
thoge wilds gave forth, It was llke
hammering on steel but we refused to
belleve our ears until a sudden curve
brought us bang up against the indls-
putiable fact of a girder-bridge In the
throes of construction, Before the
thought of the sacrilege to the game
country—before we could see in this
noisy monstrosity the root of our re
cent bad luck—eame the glad thought
that we didn't have to do ten miles up
that gorge and ten back. We would
have whooped except that men don't
whoop In Africa—It scares the gnme.

“I sald the bridge was In the throea
of construciion. It was just that. Its
two long girders, reaching from brink
to brlak, with their spidery trusses
hanging underneath, fairly swarmed
with sweating figures, and the figures
were black. It was that that brought
us to a full stop and just when our
eves were fixed with the intensity of
Alscovery, one of the workers looked
up, saw us, relaxed and guve the loud
grunt which stands in Landin for 'Just
look ut that! in English.

“The babbling and hammering
around him ceased, but while he still
stared at us, we saw a veritable ap-
parition. A white man, hung between
heaven and the depths of the gorge,
was racing along the top of the slip-
pery givder. His helmet blew off, hung
poised, and then plunged in long tack-
Ing sweeps. The wman was drossed
in a cotton shirt, white trousers and
thick woolen socks. No boots, Of
course, 1 didn’t notice all that Wl af-
terwards. In his band he carried a
sjnmbok. Suddenly the staring darky
seemed to feel him coming but, hefore
he eould turn, the sjambok quirt came
down with the clinging sting of hide
on flesh. We saw the blood spurt
The negro toppled without a cry. He
fell inslde, cavght on a truss, clung,
and fing)ly with a struggle drew him-
self up on to n stringer. A shoot of
innghter went up from his fellows.
Bodsky ppd 1 had heard it often—
the laugh of the African for his broth-

er in pair. And then they fell to
work agaln. The black with the blood
trickling off his back rested long

enough to @2t his breath and then
elimbed back to his place on the gie-
der, He was grinuing. Don't ask
me to explain 1t Men have dled fry-
ing to explnin Afriea.

“The white man had stopped and
hilf turned, He gtood, a little strad-
dling, on the glrder, and switched the
sjnmbok to nnd fro. [His eyes were
blazing. From his llps dropped a pat-
ter of all the vile words in Landin,
Swahlll and a half a dozen other dla-
lects—the words that a white man
lenrns first If he listeps to natives,
The jargon neemed to Incite the blacks.
Ther worked as elomsily as ever but
harder. They started to sing, as the
African doves when he's gedting up a
special burst of gpeed. Then the white
man walked off the glrder on our slde,
out of the way. ‘Now's our time, 1
whispered to Bodsky. He shook his
head slowly from side to side but 1
was already under way. [ walked up
to the white man and asked him if he
could let us acress. He glanced around
as If he hadn't seer our outfit till thyt
moment and then he looked me square
In the eyes. ‘We knock off at slx, he
sald, apd that was all.

“l turned back. I'd been apgry
before but never ag ungry as that.
Bodsky was alrendy getting up the fly
of n tent. ‘I saw it coming,” he said
with his quiet little laugh thuat you
never hear when there's anything to
laugh at. ‘Look here, Bodsky,! 1
sald, ‘let's walk to the old crossing.
And he answered, ‘My dear chap, ['m
golng to sit right here. 1 wouldn't
miss this for a shot at elephant That
man I8 Ten Percent Wayne.'

“‘Where'd you meet him? [ asked.

“‘Never met him,' said Bodsky,
‘but I've heard of him.! So had I.
We sat down together under the fiy
on a couple of leads and propped two
whiskies-nud-warm-water on another
load in front of us and watched Wayne
while Wayne watched his men,

* *Suppose we offer him a drink,’ I
sdaid and rap the sweat off my eye-
brows with my finger,

“Bodsky locied at me pityingly., ‘So
you wunt to get burned agnin, Does
that man look to you as though he
was thinking airout o drink? Well, let
me tell you he ien't. Every bit of him
Is thinking about that bridge every
minute, God! [ haven't seen men
driven like that sivee 1 was a boy.
Once more there's shmething new In
Africa!l And T've ne“er seen a man
drive himself llke that, anywhere.! All
the Mongollun and Tathr that is sald
to lurk in every Nussian seemed to
he leaking out of Bodshy's narrowed
eves,

“We sat there and drank and smoked
and sweated, and [ sulked. Every onde

in o while Bodsky would say some-

thing. First It was: “Those boys are
wom the South, Must have brought
them with bim.” Then It was: 'He
knows something nbout the sun. He
keeps his bead in the shade-spot from
that Jonely paim.” And foally: ‘Col-
lingeford, | never desplsed your intel
lect befére, What are you sulkiag
for? Can't you see what's up? Can’t
you understand that if a man will
stand for two hours shifting an inch
at @ Yme with the shade rather than
disturb half a dozen niggers at work
to go and get a helmet be Isn't going
to call those niggers off to let a couple
of loafers like us crawl across his
girders? What you and [ are staring
ut 18 just plaln common ganden work
with a ecapital W, stark paked and
ugly, but it's great’

“And right there | saw the light To
us two the mystery of Ten Percent
Wayne was revealed, He could drive
men. He could mnke bricks without
straw. While work was on, nothing
else mattered. Right and wrong wete
measured by the needs of that bridge
nod death was too good for the shirk-
er. And with the Hght I forgot the
brute In the man tearing along the
dizzy height of the girder to lash a
lonfer and only remembered that he
had risked his life to avenge just one
moment stolen from the day's work."

The stem of Collingeford's wine
gluss snapped belween his fingers.
“I'm sorry,” he sald, aying the pleces
nside. Fle smiled a little pervously
on the three tense faces before him,
“l don't tell that story often, It goes
too deep. Not everybody understands.
Some people call Wuyne no better than
a murderer; but I'm not one of them.
And Bodsky suys there have been &
lot of murderers he'd like to take to
his eluob.”

“J. Y, there's somebody listening
at the Joor,” sald the captain. *“Beén
there some time."

J. ¥, swung arpund and threw open
the door. He gprang forward and
caught Clewn In the act of flight. He
brought her back into the room and
sat down, bolding her upright beside
him, J. ¥. was proud und for a mo-
ment QCollingeford’s presence galled
bim. *“What were you doing, Clem?"
be asked.

Clematls was ib that degree of em-
barrnssment and  disarray  which
makes lovely youth a shade more love-
ly. Her brown hair was tombled
about her face and down her back.
Her cheeks were flushed and her thin
white neck seempd to tremble above
the deep red of her slightly yoked
frock. Her lips were moist and parted
in excitement. $he was sixteen and
beautiful beyond the reach of hack-
neyed phrases, The four men fixed
their eyes upon her, and she dropped
hers. “I was eavesdropping,” she sald
in a woice that was very low but
clear,

“Why, Clem["” sald J. Y. gravely.

Clem looked pround on the four men,
She did not seem afraid. Unconscious-
Iy they waited for her to go on, and
she did. “Mr, Collingeford was telling
about Alan. 1 heird Charley say he
was going to. 1 shall always eaves-
drop when anyone tells about Alan.”

For a second her auditors were
stunned by the audacity. Collinge-
ford’s face was the first to light up and
big hand came Jown on the table with
a bang. “Bully for you, young 'un!"
he eried and Lis elear lavgh could be
beard oo the lawn. Before it was
over, the judge jolued in, the captifin
grunted his merriest grunt and J. Y.
patted Clem's thoulder and smiled.

Clem was of the salt ‘of the earth
among womatkind—the kind that
walts to weep till the battle Is over
and then becomes a thousand times
more dear in her weakness., Her big
eyes had been welling with tears and
now they jumped the barrier just as
Nance rushed in and erled, “What are
you all langhing #t?" Then she caught
slght of Clew, "rom her she looked
around on the wen, “You four big
hulking btrutes,” she said. *“Come to
me, Clen, you darling. What have
they been doing o you? There, there,
don't ery. Men are silly things, What
if they did lnough at you?"

Clem wys sobbing on Nanee's shoul-
ler. It *=u't that,” she gasped. “1
don't—wind—that! Bot Mr. Collinge-
ford ea-callxl we a ‘young one'"

The thres gray-beads- kept their
faces with diffienlty, Colllpgeford
tenped to hig feet. “My dear young
lndy—Miss Ciematis—" he stamfuered,
“my word, vow! [ dido't menn It
Swear 1 didn'e. 'l do anytitng If
you'll only stop erying. Do stop and
listen to me. il grovel.”

It took him su hour to meke his
pence,

xlany they were who drank af the
foun:aln of hospitality in Maple House
und o all, qulet Mrs. J. Y. held out
the measured cup of welcome with

impartlal hanl, But once In a walle
one came who made the rare appeal
to the heart. Such 8 ome was Col-
lingeford. For all his wanderings, his
roughing, and his occasions| regres-
sion to clty drawing rooms awd ulfra-
eountry houses, Collingeford fttad inte
the Hill—he Lelooged.

On Bunday night they were gud»
ered on the lawn, all but Clem who
sat at the plano bHeslde an open win-
dow and poured her girl's volee out
over the rippling keys. Her volce was
thin and clear llke a mountaln brook
hurrying over pebbles and like the
brook it Leld the promise of coming
fullness,

Collingeford sat by Mrs. J. Y., a lit-
tle apart from the others, They bhad
not tulked. Mrs. J. Y. broke a loog
silence when she sald, In a full low
volce that somehow seemed related fo
Clem’s thin trill. “We are very qulet
here.”

Collingeford looked thoughtfully at
his glowing cigar end. “The best parts
of life are quiet,” he answered.

“Do you really ke it¥' sald Mrs.
J. Y., nlmost shyly. “Englishmen of
your class generally fall to the lot
of our landed and chateauxed."

“My dear Mrs. Wayne' sald Col-
lngeford, “I'ver been sitting here in
a really troubled silence teylng to think
out how to ask you to make It a week
for me instead of a weekend.”

Mma. J. Y.'» laogh was happy but
low, 1t did oot disturb the others.
Collingeford went on. “I know Amer-
im pretty well for an Englishman.
I thought 1 had done the whole coun-
try, from Albuquarque to Newport
But you are right. When we're not
roughing it out West, we vislting Eng-
lishmen are pretty apt to be rubbing
up aguinst the glided high-lights of
the landed and the chatenuxed. This"
—Collingeford waved his cigar to em- |
brace the whole of Red Hill—"is some-
thing pew to me—and old. It's the
sort of thing Englishmen think of
when they are far from home, 1 have
never seen it befere In America”

“And yet,"” sald Mms J. Y. “there
are thousands of gquiet homes in Amer-
ica just like It ln gpirit. In spite of
all our divorees—all our national llven-
washing in public—our homes are to-
day what they always have been, the
backbone of the country, The social
world is In turmoil everywhere and
Amgrics 18 In the throes no less than
England. Our backbope is under a
strain and some think It is breaking,
but I don’t.” She turned her soft
eyes on Collingeford and smiled.
“There,” she added, “I have been
polemic but one seldom hus the chance

Gazed With a Sort of Numbed Emo-
tion.

to spread the good fame of one's coun-
try. | am glad you ecan give us &
week instead of n week-end.”

Collingeford heard someone spenk
of Mrs. Lansing and he sald to Mrs.
J. Y., "I know a Mrs. Lansing—a beaua-
tiful and sciutillating young person—
the sort of effervescence that fliea over
to BEurope and becomes the dismay of
our smart women nod the fate of many
men,"

Mrs, J. ¥. for a second was puz
zled, *That Isn't Mrs, Lansing—Iit's
Mrs. Gerry you're thinking of, Mrs
Lausing 18 her wmother-in-law. They
live next door.”

(TO BE CONTINUED.)

“PIP-SQUEAKS” AND “GASPER”

Trench Journals Published by Soldlers
Have Names That Are Hard
to Understand.

The editors of many of the curious
little trench journals, which are being
brought out in ever-increasing mum-
bers by soldiers at the front, have &
perfect genius for inventing queer and
bizarre titles for their publications.

Some of these, though certainly

strange-sounding, are at least under
gtandable. The “Pow-Wow,"” for in-
stance, which is the trench journal of
the Twentieth Battalion Royal Fusl-
liers, conveys some sort of an intel
ligible idea to most people.
_ PBut the same cannot be said of thé
“Lead-Swinger,” which, its subtitie in
forms us, ia “The DBivouac Journal of
the Third West Riding Fileld Ambuw
lanee.” Is “lead-swinger” Army slang
for an ambulance man? Or what?

"Pip-Squeaks” is another puzzling
title, until one learns incidentally, on
glacing through its inside pages, that
“pip-squeak"” is a special kind of amall
German shell, so-called by Tommy
from the noise it makes when fired.

The “Comb and Paper” reports aad
eriticizes concerts and other similar
entertainments at the front. The
“Hangar Herald" presents no difficul-
ties to anyone who knowa that "haf-
gar” is the name airmen give to the
gheds where thelr aeroplancs are
stored. The paper deals, as its name
implies, with the doings of aviators
at the front.

The “Gaspar” is a paper published
so its editor informs us, "for soldiers
at the base,” and he goes on to tell
us, incidentally, that “the basa is &
place where troops are kept until they
are 8o fed up that they do not mind
gotting killed.”

Yet another of these curlously
named ventures In active service jour
nalism is entitled “Dickey Scrapings”
and its substitute, which is at least
self-explanatory, even If somewhat dif-
fuse, is as follows: “The Only Au-
thorized Veraion of the Doings of the
Honorable and Ancient Order of the
Cooks oi the Artists’ Riflea.”

May Be Longest European War.

It is pointed out that if the war
lasts until the autumn of 1016 it will
have been longer than any great war
{n Burope since the fall of Napoleon.
Bach of the two Balkan wars of
191213 was a matter of weeks, BSo
weve the BSerbo-Bulgarian war of
1885 and the Turco-Greek war of 1897,
The Crimean war lasted a little more
than & year, while the Franco-Prussian
war was practically declded In a
month, although Paris was holding out
seven months afterward. The Russo
Japanese war lasted about twelve
months, as did the Turco-ltalian war
in 1911-12. The Boer war ran for
two and a half years, but that can-
not be called a European war, The

American Civil war lasted fsr Zous
years, ‘ :

£ Womar’s

Yroblem

How to Feel Well During Middle
Life Told by Three Women Who
Learned from Experience.

The Change of Life is a most critical period of a
woman's existence, and neglect of health at this time invites
disease and pain. Women everywhere should remember
that there is no other remedy known to medicine that will

so successfully ¢

native roots and herbs.
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No other medicine has been so successful in relieving woman’s

suffering as has Lydia E. Pinkham’s Vegetable Compound.

‘Womenmay receive freeand helpful advice by writing the Lydia

E. Pinkham Medicine Co., Lynn, Mass, Such lettersarereceived
and answered by women oniy and beld in strict confidence.

By Measurement.

For half an hour the teachsr P&
tiently instructed her class in the art
of telling the time,

“Now,” she sald at last, as she peint-
ed to the big clock on the wall, “you
may be the first to tell me the time,

Full of importance, Mary turned and
studied the dial. Then she faced her
teacher agaln, her eyes shining with
triumpl.

“Please, miss,” she aaid, “it's just
one inch past eleven.”—Philadelphia
Record.

GENTLE RUBBING
HELPS VARICOSE VEINS

Rubbing the gwollen veins nightly for
about two minutes with a4 goentle up=-
ward stroke brings benefit to sufferers

and is mighty good advice, says an
authority,
After the rubbing, which should

always be toward the heart, because
the blood in the veins flows that way,
apply Emerald Ol (full strength) wi

bﬂgh orhrnd.

ry this sim]l)'ln home treatment for a
few days and Improvement will be no-
ticed, then continue until veins are re-
duced to normal. It Is very concen-
trated and penetrutlu% and can be ob-
tained at any modern drug store. It is
B8O meurtul that it also reduces Goltre
and Wens

Unable to Reach Bottom.

A miner lowered into a subterranean
cavern opened by a miner's blast at
Volecano, Nev,, some time ago, was un-
able to discover the ends of the fis-
gure, Stones dropped through the
opening could be henrd bounding from
wall to wall, but there was no sound
indicating that they reached the hot-
tom.

Whenever You Need a General Tonic
Take Grove's

The Old Standard Grove's Tasteless
chill Tonic is equally valuable as a Gen-
eral , Tonic because it contains the well
known tonic properties of QUININE and
IRON. It acts on the Liver, Drives out
Malaria, Enriches the Blood and Builds
up the Whole System. 50 cents

lce-Breaker Carries Passengers,

The ice-breaking ferryboat, Prince
Edward Island, plying on the Straits
of Northumberland, Canada, has pals-
tial accommodations for passengers,
It 8 the first boat of the kind to be
so0 equipped,

Use Murine after Exposure in Cold,
Cutting Winds and Dust. It Restores,
Refreshes and Promotes Eye Health.
Good for all Eyes that ead Care.
Murine Eye Remedy Co, Chioago,
Sends Eye Book on request.

Long Journey to Safety.

Three thousand refugees from the
devastated provinces of western Rus-
sia arrived in Irkutsk, the capital of
Biberis, recently. Some of them had
been 12 weeks journeying hither and
thither.

There I8 an excellent market for
gaws in Russia, as that great country
does not manufacture them.

An electrio process for drying lum-

ber in piles of unbarked logs has been X

perfected in France,

Proof of Marriage.

The great detective, laying aslde
professional cares for the evening, is
attending a dance. Introduced to a
beautiful woman, he asks her to dance
with him, and she graclously consents.

“You have been married several
years,” he murmurs, after acouple
rounds of the floor.

“How could you guess that?"' she

asks. "I am not wearing my wedding
ring. Do 1 look like a married ;wom-
m?lr

“Not at all,” he replies, gallantly.
“But I knew you were married the mo-
ment we started to dance. You at
once began the leading."—Judge,

MOTHER! LOOK AT
GHILD'S TONGUE

If cross, feverish, constipated,
give “California Syrup
of Figs.”

A laxative today saves a sick child
tomorrow. Children simply will not
take the time from play to empty their
bowels, which become ¢logged up with
waste, llver gets sluggish; stomach
sour,

Look at the tongue, mother! If coat-
ed, or your child Is listless, cross, fev-
erigh, breath bad, restless, doesn't eat
heartily, full of cold or has sore throat
or any other children’s ailment, givea
teaspoonful of "“California Syrup of
Figs,'' then don't worry, because it is
perfectly harmless, and in a few hours
all this constipation poison, sour bile
and fermenting waste will gently
move out of the bowels, and you havae
a well, playful child again. A thor-
ough “inside cleansing” is ofttimes all
that 1s necessary. It should be the
first treatment given in any sickness.

Beware of counterfeit figy syrups.
Ask at the store for a 60-cent bottle ot
“California Syrup of Figs,” which has
full directions for bables, children of
all ages and for grown-ups plainly
printed on the bottla. Adv.

Important Work to Continue,

The Itallan government has placed
the zoological station at Naples under
the control of a royal commission, of
which F. Sav., Monticello, professor of
zoology in the University of Naples,
is president. The commission an-
nounces that it will supply means to
continue the work of the station, and
engagements entered into in regard to
tables for research,

Endless.
“Paw, what's the longesat period of
time?"
“From one pay day to the next'—
Buffalo Express.

: His Query.

“Darling, the furnace fire is out.”
*Mas that thing got the moving ple
ture show habit, too?"
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Write Us a Postal Card Today
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